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King HENRY# ROSAMOND. 


ER thy dear letter reach'd this curſed ſhore, 
& Theſe hoſtile plains. imbru'd with recking gore, 
Where deſolation ſpreads her wings around, 

And Moody carnage. fen di empurpled ground; 
Amid the roar of horror- breathing war, 

From bli, from peace, from Roſamonda far, 

ost would my mind diſclaim the bonds of Yleep, 
Repaks the billows of the yawning deep, = 
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Recal thoſ pleaſurable ſcenes to view, 

Eer heavin doom d Henry to a long adieu; 
Ott would reviſit thoſe delightful plains, 
Where ev'ry joy with Rafamonds. reigns. 
But ah! how ſoon the dear deluſion flies; 
Eer it is form'd the tranſient viſion dies ; 
Each fancied bliſs is veil'd in Joylels night, 
No Roſamonda glads my raviſh'd fight, 

No Roſamonda chears theſe dreary plains, 
No Roſamonda ſooths her Henry's pains, 

An exile doom d in e foreign realms to mourn, 


7 


Vier ev ry hope, al en NY 
And curſe this day as blacker than the laſt. | 


Bur oh! my fair, what thanks are due to thee, 
To caſt one thought on ſuch a wretch as me? 
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And can thy tender breaſt till conſtant prove, 
And ſtill an exile, hapleſs exile love ? 
Condemn'd, alas! for vices not his own, 

To drag a loathſome life in climes unknown. 


Eer had mine eye the well known hand explor d, 


But my heart trembled for the fair ador d; 
A thrilling pannic ſhot through ev'ry vein, 
Nor in my breaſt. could fov'reign 'reaſon reign. 

| Unnumber'd Fears my foul of ſenſe depriv'd, 
Nor dard I ask if Roſamond furvivd; ' © 
Thy lovely name. yet faulter d on my tongue, 
Upon my lips th. unfiniſh'd accents hung, 
My tortur'd foul alternate paſſions tear,” | 
Alternate hope ſucceeded black deſpaiir. 
ol fay, what colours could deſcribe that woe, 


Anxious to hear but dreading till to know? * © 


 Wunns are the woes, ye righteous powers divine ? 


Where are the Sorrows that can equal mine? 

Why was I placd upon a lofty Throne, 
D 
Why was 1 born o'cr Britain's ſons to reign? 


Oer ſpacious realms to ſpread my wide domain? 


Are kings ordain'd to heal the widow's cares ? 


Are kings ordain'd to hear the orphan's praym? 


Are kings ordain'd ta ſuccour fad diſtreks? 
Or to be fathers to the fatherleks ? 


Expell'd and baniſh'd from thy natal ſhore, - 
Of all thy realms, thy treaſures diſpoſſeſs d, 


Revil'd by thoſe whom moſt thy Smiles careſs” d; 


Pluck d by thy ſon's rebellions from thy throne, 
To traverſe defarts, helpleſs, and alone, 
By heav'n decreed to live a publick ſcorn, 
A wretched exile, abjeft, poor, forlora. 
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Am I a king? ——A king alas} no more — 


Has 
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Has Henry e er an iron Scepter ſwaydðʒ/ 7 
Or from the paths of rigid Honour ſtray d 7 3 4 225 
Has he cer ſcourg'd. with a tyrannic rod ?- 4 5 558 aa 
E'er made the guiltleſs tremble at his nod 
Has he rejoicd to hear the poignant groan ?: 7 wee vel 
In vain has 'mercy knelt beſore his throne? sds: 
Omniſcient Being to hole eye alone | 4648 
All hearts arg, open, and all thoughts are known; 
All-wiſe, all-righteous power! I bend to: thee; |», 118 
My hands if guilty, yet my heart is free. <4 3-61 
Yet ftill is migry my unbappy dom. 
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Damn'd with the curſes. of imperious Rome; ,, 54 58 
By foreign troops iny kingdom over- run ür Ag 10 
My conſort leagu'd with my unduteous ſony ;;; | þ 
| Subdu'd by grief, O erwhelm'd with pining care 
No hope to gild the winter of deſpair; e e alan; gf 
Bereft of eu ry Joy that heav'n can gives 


For not to live with thee, is not to live. 
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Yer does one thought, one rapt'rous thought remain, 
That bids my foul awhile forget her pain; 
Awhile ſuſpend th' oppreſſive load of woe, 

Nor lets my tears m ceaſelef torrents flow: 
Againſt thy Henry's life tho' all conſpire, | 
Though ſons rebellious league againſt their fire, 
Altho' unſheath'd the blood-requiring ſword, 
My Queen attempts to ſtrike her injur'd lord; 
Was I by griping penury oppreſs d, 

Diſtreſs'd, beyond the reach of thought diſtreſs d, 
For wn doom'd thro' barb'rous- climes to roam, 
Nor know the raptures of my native home; 

| Yet bleſt in thee, in thy affection bleſt, 


Secure l'd love, to heav'n commit the reſt, 


 RetenrLes Fate thy Henry here detains, 
Far from the Joys of Woodſtock's verdant plains, 


For 
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For ever cursd in folitude to weep, 
To ſigh his anguiſh to the ſenſeleſs deep, 


Thy lovely name to utter o'er and o'er, 


Bid the winds waft it fafe to Albion's ſhore ; 
O'er rocks to range abandon'd and alone, 

And wiſh in vain to think himſelf to ſtone. 
Here Phoebus ſheds in vain his vernal ray, 
Here flow'rs in vain falute the ſmiling day, 
No ſmiles of peace can this ſad boſom know; 
Can there be no viciſſitudes in woe? 


In meditative hour when I review 
My happier days, (alas! how ſwift they flew) 
Retrace the bliſsful ſcenes I a have known, 
By thee belov'd, and loving thee alone ; 
Where bleſt content each riſing care controul'd, 


And joys on joys in ſweet ſucceſſion roll'd pam, 


While 


No ſyren hope her radient bears diſplays, 
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While theſe dear thoughts a fhort delirium bring, 


Bur where are nom thoſe laughing minutes flown? 
Where are thoſe Joys I vainty deem d my own? 
Where is the bliſs that others bis forpaſsd ? 

Alas! thoſe raptures were too great © laſt! 
No healing comfort Bothe thy Henry's breaſt, 
That knows no ſweets of ealwi-diffuling refs 


To chear the gloomy evening of my days. 


Joyleſs I ſpend the flow departing night, 


Reft from thy arms and baniſh'd from 2 ſight; 


Silent I wander on the deſart ſhore, 
Where jarring winds and thund'ring tempeſts roar, 


Acroſs the main I caſt. my longing eyes, 
To ſee where Albion's chalky cliffs ariſe, 


But 
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But Albion's cliffs in vain my eyes explore, 

Thoſe cliffs muſt bleſs theſe raviſh'd eyes no more; 

Far from my natal ſoil my days muſt end, | 1 

Condemn'd to live, to die, without a friend, . 


Wars in my breaſt theſe conflict paſſions roll 
One thought diſtractiye reads. my adi ſoul ; 
Since I muſt bid this treach'rous world adieu, 
And pay to nature, what is nature's due, 


That I muſt die, why ſhould juſt heay'n decree, 
Far from my natal realms, from PEACH, from thee 5 


In foreign lands to draw my lateſt breath, 
In foreign lands repoſe in ſilent death; 
No pious hand thy Henry's eyes to gloſe, 
No tender heart to melt at Henry's woes, 
No friend to ſhed one unavailing tear, 
No plaintive widow tend his humble bier, 
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His wretched fate unpitied with a ſigh, 


Unwept to live, and Oh! unwept to die! 


Bur here (however may my will rebel, 
Here, here for ever am I doom'd to dwell ; 
?Tis death alone can calm this troubled breaſt, 
Sooth ev'ry grief, and ev'ry pang to reſt, 
When on the earth's cold womb my limbs are laid, 
No cares can cer my bleſſed peace invade z 
No jealous wife againſt me ſhall conſpire, 

Nor wiſh to wrap my palace walls in fire 
No ſons I nouriſh'd with a father's care, 

Shall for their father fpread the luring ſnare, 
Ol hapleſs husband chain'd to endleſs woe, 
Thy joyleſs days in grief inceſſant flow ! 

No tender conſort ſmooths thy ruffled hours, 
No dutcous ſon diſplays Hope's genial pow'rs. 


ol 


King H E N R Y to ROSAMOND. 25 


O | bapleſs fire thy heart muſt ever bleed, 
Thy woes all other's heavieſt woes exceed | 

In you, my ſons, I plac'd*my chiefeſt pride, 
With tears of joy beheld you at my fide, 
For you to heavn I urg'd each fond requeſt, 
Claſp'd in my arms, and folded to my breaſt ; 
Alas! how vain ?—Againſt your father's life, 
Your 1 hands uplift the barb rous knife; 
Your eyes, your cruel eyes, defire no more, 
But to behold theſe locks deform'd with gore, 
Your wretched father breathleſs on the groun d, 
And life expiring, guſhing through each wound, 


Bur though devoted on this fatal ſhore, 
My unexſtinguiſh'd ſorrows to deplore. 
Though I muſt die on this much-hated coaſt, 
Loſt to the world, to Roſamonda loſt, 


Yet 


Vet one reflection does delight impart, 

Revives the drooping vigour of my heart, 
Through ev'ry vein bids ſparkling pleaſure roll, 
Beat in each pulſe, and riot in my foul, 
Though wretched Henry is ordain'd to prove 
The ill requital of parental love, 

The ties of nature though his fans difown, | 
And plunge their father headlong foom his throne, 
Though they to heav'n direct their impious Pray re, 
To the dark grave to bring his filver hairs, 
Though reft of ev'ry hope and ev ry friend, 

To love his mem'ry and his fame defend ; 
Whate'er juſt heav'n decrees will Henry bear, 

If Roſamonda deigns his grief to ſhare, 


If Roſamonda deigns when he fhall die, 
The fad, fad tribute of one pity ing ſigh. 
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1 could that pray 'r, that cruel pray'r proceed? 
Can Henry wiſh thy gentle heart to bleed? 
Diſtracting thought! Can he rejoice in woe ? 
Can Henry cauſe thy precious tears to flow ? 

Can Henry hope that his unhappy fate 

May in thy foul one tort ring pang create? 

One anxious thought has Roſamonda known 
Which Henry would not wiſh to make his own 
Ah! no, would heav'n but lend a gracious car, 
Deign to receive a pray'r that flows ſincere, 

For thee ſhall daily oriſons aſcend, 

That joys unnumber d may thy ſteps attend, 
on all thy days may peace unclouded ſhine, 
And ſoft contentment beam a ray divine. 

O may no cares diſturb thy lovely breaſt, 

No bliſs-compelling grief deſtroy thy reſt, 

O may thou ever, ever happy live, 
Bleſt with all joys that lib ral heav'n can give 
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No happy fate muſt Juckleſs Henry prove, 
Reſt from thoſe arms which Js alone can love, 

No calm this codified heart can know, 
Torn from my bliſs, my only bliſs below, 
From thee while abſent ev'ry art 1s vain 

To ſooth my woes, and mitigate my pain. 

On me Tranquility diſdains to ſmile, | 

No rapt rous joys my ſlow- pac d hours beguile, 
The wretched outcaſt of the human race, 
With Sorrow leagu d, and wedded to Diſgrace. 
Death at my heck, Deſpair before my eyes, 
And woes on woes in fad ſucceſſion riſe, 

| Condemn'd to 3 my inauſpicious doom, 


Till Death ſhall whelm my ſorrows in the tomb. 


| It-rareo Henry | Sad reverſe of fate] 
Elate, alas 1 preſumptuouſly clate | 
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Oſt haſt thou hail'd each blisful day benign, 
Oft haſt thou ſwore no tranſports equal d thine. 
In Roſamonda's lovel y preſence bleſt, | 
Careſſing has by her alone  careſs'd 3 

Unknown to forrow's tear-diſtilling crew, 

How quick the tranſitory minutes flew ? 

With pleaſure wing'd the happy moments paſt, 
In vain I urg'd them not to fly bo faſt, 
Swift-footed T _ ſtill ſped his rapid way, 
(Alas | what earthly pow'r can bribe his ſtay ?) 
Quick as the lightening's viſionary glare, 
Appears to diſappear, and die away in air, 


FartweLt then ever, ever loy'd, farewel I 
With whom perſualive ſoftneſs joys to dwell. 
That bliſs which once 1 raſhly hail'd my own, 


Renews the pangs of ineffective moan z 


And 
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And ev'ry rapture Henry once peſteſt, 
Brings this reflection, Henry once was bleſt ” | 
Adieu, ye ſcenes, ye joyous ſcenes, adieu 

No more muſt I your pleaſing charms review. 
With Roſamond no more at early dawn, 


Muſt Henry pace the dew-beſprinkled Lawn, 
No more O Woodſtock range thy winding glades, 


No more repoſe beneath thy friendly ſhades. 

O hapleſs exile | thou art doom d no more 

| To taſte the pleaſures of fair Albion's ſhore, 
No more regain thy kingdom and thy throne, 

Nor view that face where ev'ry beauty, ſhone. 


Bur while right-judging ſenſe with reaſon reigns, 
And the warm blood ſhall revel. in my. veins, 
For thee to heav'n ſhall ev'ry with ariſe, 
For thee each pray'r aſcend the diſtant ckics ; 
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On me though heav'n its heavieſt curſes ſhed, 
And pour its burſting vengeance on my head, 
Whelm'd in th' abyſs of never-dying woe, 

Each fond requeſt for Roſamond ſhall flow, 
Each fond requeſt for ever ſhall proclaim 

My love unfeigned, and unſhaken flame. 
And when each ſtruggling paſſion ſhall be o'er, 


And this warm heart ſhall live and love no more, 


When friendly death theſe wearied eyes ſhall cloſe, 
Expiring life ſhall bleſs thee as it flows. 

Strangers ſhall mourn o'er my unhappy bier, 

And eyes unus'd to weep ſhall ſhed a tear; 
Strangers ſhall pity my deſpondent doom, 

With choiceſt flowers adorn my humble tomb, 
And thy ſoft heart ſhall Henry's fate bemoan, 


Alone who liv'd for thee, who died for thee alone. 
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